I had a rough idea I was hovering around
35,000 to 36,000 pounds. The maximum arrest-
ment weight for the Hornet is 34,000 pounds.
As I turned to set up at that “six-mile” straight-
in point, I started to dump fuel. The Hornet
dumps between 600 to 1,000 pounds a minute,
so I turned the dumps on and timed for two
minutes. | was close to the three-mile mark
when CAG paddles called, “Paddles contact.” It
was time to focus on landing.

While I adjusted my fuel, I thought of
several things: “What if I bolter?” “What if [ go
into mech before I land?” “I wonder what it’s
going to feel like if I have to punch out?” As
these thoughts ran rampant through my mind, I

told myself, “Just fall back on your training, and
you'll do just fine—I hope.”

At two miles, I trimmed the jet to what |
thought was on-speed; I didn’t have any indica-
tions in the cockpit. I trimmed the jet to 145
knots, on-speed for the Hornet, and continued
to scan my standby instruments. [ scanned
airspeed, altitude, then lineup. Finally, at a
mile and a half, CAG paddles lip-locked me,
and, after several informative calls, he talked
me down for the uneventful day trap. That trap
was one I never will forget. Had I not trapped,
I might have found out the answer to one of my
questions.

In closing, from one LSO to another,
“Thanks paddles, I owe you one.” =%

Lt. Kneeland flies with VFA-25.
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